
' THE OLD BACHELOR.

B la portly, but aery erect, ',

And always to somewhat dlsrta
Artistic, and quit circumspect. .

Wtaaa it oome to a question ofdraa; '.

A lover of whist and ot cheas, .

And a little Inclined to be gay,
Yet I pltjr him, nevertheless

The old bachelor over tie war. j
i For I know when hi life I dissect,

There 1 lack of the wifely csree.
No children around him collect.

His honw-coml- nightly to Wean;
And to scan him again I confess . i

He's a trifle Inclined to be gay,
! In spit of his social success . .

The old bachelor over the way.

And I feel my surmise Is correct.
When I look at htm closely andguea

That when he take time to reflect
He mlsse the true happiness:

Tor the lack of a home will depress.
And his boyhood! waa happy, they say;

X fancy that dreams must oppress
The old bachelor over the way.

ENVOY..
What, married? This morning, no less.

For who shall King Cupid gainsay?
Well, Well, he is In for distress

The old bachelor over the way.
Ernest McGaffey, In Woman' Horn

Companion.

ij

ICopyrlrht. itqt. by S. S. McClsn.

CHAPTER 0. Continued,
And now tba roar of the storm could

be heard at the line of foam swept on
over the darkened sea with frightful
velocity. Louder and louder came the
noiae, nnd the surface of the water be-

hind the advancing line wat like a vast
sheet of snow flattened down by the
force of the wind.

Nearer and nearer came the ghastly
line, while every man stood at his post
in silence. Suddenly the captain
roared:

"Hard up your wheell Hard op!"
The two mtu who grasped the spokes

bad barely tim to obey the order when,
with shriek of wind and a rush of boil-

ing water, the white line struck the
bark and pressed her over until the
yards touchal the surface to leeward.
The storm staysail and maintopsail
were rent to ribbonj, but the head sail
held, and, as the stanch bark slowly
righted, this caused her to pay slowly
off, and she gathered headway at the
tune time. Slowly at first and then
with increasing speed she bounded

long before the hurricane.
And now the sea began to rite is all

its majesty. The masses of water
swept in wild waves before the hur-
ricane, their crests blowing oft into
pray as they met the full force of the

wind. . After several efforts the crew
succeeded in loosing a few inches of
the fore topsail, and for awhile this held
nobly. Then came a stronger puff
than usual, and the sail was torn bod-

ily from the bolt-rope- disappearing
in the gloom like some huge white
bird.

There was nothing to be done but
run before the gale, and, after send-
ing the mate and half the crew below,

the captain advised Tom and Avery to
retire, which they did, somewhat re-

assured by the collected bearing of the
skipper, who seemed to take it all as
a matter of course, especially, as the
wind was sending his vessel just where
he wished to go.

In this manner three days and nights
passed, until it seemed to Tom that the
world wat made up of wind, waves and
darkness.

On the fourth morning the wind be-

gan to abat and the sun appeared, en-

abling the captain to ascertain his po-

sition. He found that the Seabird had
made 11 knots an hour during the en-

tire period since the storm struck her,
which caused his satisfaction to show
itself in his round face unmistakably.

Sail was now made, and ten days later
the Seabird was sailing proudly on the
bosom of the Pacific, having rounded
Cape Horn with the "greatest slant of
wind" the old skipper had ever experi-
enced. The vessel's head was pointed
to the north, and Tom began to com-

pute the days before they could hope
to reach San Francisco.

CHAPTER nX
"I GIVE MY SHARE TO YOU."

Good luck and fair winds followed
our adventurers until they reached the
atormy Gulf Of California, where an ac-

cident occurred which greatly affect
Tom's future plans.

It was an hour before' sunset and the
two passengers were leaning over the
tern watching the water fly swiftly

under the counter, when a loud shout
from aloft attracted their attention.
Looking quickly up they had barely
time to spring aside when a heavy block
truck the deck beside them with ter-

rific 'force. A rope attached to it hit
Tom's companion across the chest,
sending him backwards. His heels met
the wheel ropes snd the next instant be
struck the water astern and disap-
peared from Tom's sight.

It had all happened so quickly that be
hardly realized what had occurred until
the sailor aloft shouted:

"Man overboardi Van overboard!"
' With the promptitude of s sailor the
man at the wheel sprang to the ran and
cut adrift the life preserver, which was
always ready for use, snd st the same
time the captain rushed on deck and
ordered the ship hove to.

Then Tom tore off his coat and shoes
nd leaped over the rail before the eap-ts-in

could detsin him.
Like-most. Cape Cod boys, be had

learned to swim at an early age, and a
pond in lfrrrivale had enabled him to
indulge in the exercise in late years, so

thst when he came to the surface he
felt no anxiety for Mmsrlf. although
ths vessel was some dittinro sway.

He struck out with all his might in
the direction of the vessel's wake, and
soon caught a glimpse of a white face
ahead rising and failing on the waves.

"Keep up till I reach youl" he shout-
ed to encourage Avery, who was fully
SO ysrds away.

There was no reply, snd when Tom
was within s dozen strokes of his friend
the latter suddenly threw up his arms
and began to sink.

Tom reached the spot just in tune to
grasp his hair snd drag him to the sur-
face, where he lay utterly unconscious
and unable to assist himself. Tom sup
ported him ss best he could, but his
clothes soon began to drag him down,
and his limbs felt like lead. He waa
nearly spent when something white
swept before his eyes on the top of a
sea, and he saw that it was the life-

buoy. With a last effort he struck out
and succeeded in grasping it.

In the meantime the Seabird hadbeen
brought to the wind and a boat lowered
with all possible speed, but it is a slow
operation at best, and the craft was a
half mile d jtant before the boat struck
the water with Capt Coffin in her stern.

Although the buoy supported Tom
easily, he found '.tno easy task to keep
the uuconscious man s head above the
surface, and when the boat reached
them he was pulled from the water in
a state of utter exhaustion.

Avery showed no signs of life, and
when the vessel was reached he was
taken to his berth, where the old cap
tain gradually resuscitated him, Tom
having changed his clothes in the mean
time and regained the use of bis limbs.

When he reached the stateroom he
was shocked st his friend's face. There
was a look there which comes but once
to humanity, and which froze the words
on his tongue.

"Scott, sit down," said the old miner.
I can see by your face what you read

in mine. I have no time to waste. I'm
a dying man, Scott. Something has
given out inside and my time is up.
Don't interrupt me, please. I must tell
you something while I have time."

He paused an instant to press bis
hand to his side, saying:

"When fhat hit mesomethingsnapped
in here. I think a rib is sticking into
my lungs. Take off my belt, Scott.
Hurry up! Don't stop to ask questions
now!"

Tom obeyed, and with trembling
fingers the dying man drew forth a
folded bit of paper, whispering:

'It's yours, and it means a fortune
to you! Get me a pen and paper and
then write what I tell you!"

His request was soon complied with,
and with a faint voice he dictated:

T, John Avery, being about to die,
give my share in the gold mine discov
ered by my partner, Dick Seed, to the
bearer, Thomas Scott, who has risked
his life for mine twice."

When this unique will was on paper
he added:

'Give me the pen. There needn't be
any witnesses. Dick Reed knows my fist,
and he's ss square ss s die. This paper is
a map to tell me how to reach the mine.
It's a secret trail leads to it, and only
three men know of it Ton will be rich
if you live to reach it. Trust no one.
but go by yourself. Take the money in
my belt, too, and use it as you please.
Yon may find my brother Bill at the
mine. He was sent for, too. You'll get
my share "

A violent fit of coughing interrupted
him, and before it ended the handker-
chief he pressed to his lips was stained
with his life blood.

Tom hastily summoned the captain,
but the old miner sank into an uncon
scious state, and before morning Tom
was the only living occupant of ie lit
tle stateroom.

But behind the thin partition which
separated it from the mate's room sat
that worthy himself with a look of tri
umph on his evil face.

"There were no witnesses, and what
is to prevent my being Mr. Tom Scott
and becoming a mine owner," he mut
tered to himself. "I must have that pa-

per if I have to kill him to get it!"
On the following day ths remains of

the old miner were consigned to the
deep, and as Tom saw the weighted
canvas disappear beneath the blue wa-

ters, his grief outweighed every other
sentiment snd drove all thoughts of his
inheritance from his head. He had
grown to lore the rugged old man like
a brother, and it waa the first time he
had been brought face to face with
death.

That night as he was about to retire.
he remembered the slip of paper given
him by his dying friend, and which he
had not yet examined. He had placed
it in the belt and tossed the latter into
bis chest at the time, and a bege lump
swelled in his throat now as he lifted
the lid and drew It forth.

Carefully arranged in the various
compartments were bills to the amount
f S.000, and these he transferred to

his own belt at once. The paper was
evidently torn from a blank book, and
contained these lines in a bold band:

"Old Partner: If yon havea't forgotten
tba old days and the bargain we mad,
ecus out and share my find witb see.
I have at rock It itch. I turn written to
BilL I have a new chum with me. too.
Coma to Dyes sad take ths aid Ltlloa
trail. No on uses ht bow. It goes Jest
west of ArkeB laka and runs straight for
Fort Selkirk. It's almost dead north by
thai compass. About is sallca before It
reaches tha fort tt splits osT to the left.
A bl whits cliff fsees the traJL Yoa can't
aaistake tt. Ths aula trail keep am to
tha right. Taka tha other. It only goes
aboat 3 mues and leave yoa st tha esv
rjaaes of a big gorge. Csnrp there and
make a big smoke. If yoa hava ta brtog
anyone to help, ba sara of yoar onus. We
hava grub eaoogh to last till sprtEg. sad
tbea my partner. Joe Taxbox. k coming ta
Dye for supplies. Hem get there la April
or May. I expect. Tiers Is gold beta by
tha ton if wa only had water ta wash it aat
I am send tug this from tba fort by aa aa

packer. Cass hers after easdUe sad
sour. Yoar old frtead.

--DICK TATXOB- .-

Tom's heart wss beating like a trip-
hammer as he finished the letter, for ho
no ay realized that the old miner's words
were not of light import. The note bore
the imprint of troth in every line, and
for awhile he could scarcely realize
what ac had read.

Be lrad"vo suspicion that the mats
was at that moment gluing bis eye to

crack in the bulkhead and vainly try-a- g

to get glimpse of the paper of
which he hadf heard the dying man
speak the night before. In his villain-
ous heart, he had sworn thst Tom Scott
should never grasp the golden treasure,
but bow to prevent him was the ques-

tion. Clearly he must obtain possession
of the precious paper, but how was this
to be done?

His peephole was too small to enable
him to tell where Tom kept it, but as he
heard the lid of the chest closed he
drew a long breath snd mattered:

"It's in his donkeyl m find way to
have a peep inside of it before we get to
'Frisco. It would never do to trouble it
now. He'd suspect me the first thing of
be missed it. I must rig some kind of
a derrick on him, that's sure!"

For the next few days he cudgeled
his brains for some safe mesne of at
taining his ends, but without success.
Then chance did what he had failed
to do.

"Land ho!" was the welcome cry
from aloft one morning juit after sun-

rise, while the captain and second mate
were asleep, the mate waa stumping
the deck and Tom, who had turned
out earlier than usual, was standing on
the topgallant forecastle watching
school of fish play about the bows. He
ran up the forerigging at once to catch
a glimpse of the welcome sight.

"'ow's my time," said) the mate, un-

der his breath, aa Tom went over the
foretop and began to swarm up the
topmast rigging. "Hell go clean up to
the man on the 'gallant yard before he
sees it"

The next moment he had stolen soft
ly down the cabin stairs, entered Tom's
room snd tried the lid of the chest.

To his surprise it was not locked, and
there on top, half hidden by the sleeve
of an old coat, lay John Avery's belt be-

fore him. His fingers trembled ss with
feverish haste he pulled it open, and
then a furious oath came through his
bristling beard.

The belt was empty!
A rapid search convinced him that

the object he sought was not in the
chest, and hastily rearranging the arti-
cles as he had found them he closed
the lid snd stepped out of the room to
meet Capt. Coffin, face to face in the
narrow passage.

What are you doing in there?" de
manded the latter.

"We're going to wash decks snd the
porthole was open," be stammered. "I
just stepped down to close it

Whatever comment the old skipper
was about to make was interrupted by

1 ssast ten yes aasrisnur wfcua I sav tuns.1

the man aloft who again gave that long
drawn out, indescribable cry, so dear to
the sailor's heart:

"Land ho!"
The captain forgot everything else

instantly and sprang on deck at once,
exclaiming:

"It's the Golden Gate or Tut a lub
ber! I've made a record pssssge this
time for the old bark! ' We're only 98
days from Boston and well keep it
down to two figures if the wind holds
and have a day to spare! Slap the
canvas on her, Mr. Eider! There's let
ters and fresh grub waiting for us over
the starboard bowl Sweat hcrr all
she's worth!"

His orders were promptly obeyed.
snd as Tom reached the deck and came
aft the captain added:

"We'll soon be ashore, air. Scott. If
my reckoning's right, that is the en-

trance to 'Frisco harbor and we ought
to be tied up alongside the dock to
night You've never been there, have
your

Tom replied in the negative and the
captain continued:

'Well, see here. I don't know how
you're fixed, but I always live aboard
when I'm in port It i cheaper and I
keep good cook by her. If yoa like
yon can stay with me and it won't coat
you a red. Fve made a rattling; trip
and you are welcome.

"Thank you," said Tom. TH do so
until I start north. I shall be glad to
have familiar face with me. This is
my first trip, yon know."

"He's going to live aboard," chuckled
Obed Rider, who was standing close by,
"and itH be queer if he doesn't run into
trouble coming down through Tar flat
some dark night Things are coming
my way all right The fool must carry
that paper somewhere about him and
I can easily find some one to help me
in the Job."

Without the slightest sumpicioa of
whst was passing in the mate's mind
Tom watched him bustling about the
deck and congratulated himself that in
a short time he would see the last of
the red-fac- sailor who had brought
the ovJy taint of disgrace into his life.

Early that evening the Seabird was
anchored in the naatrnjftcent harbor of
San Francisco, and the long voyage was
over.

CHAPTER IV.
WAYLAID AND BOBBED.

Wheal Tom Scott went ashore la
'Frisco he Sound the city was Eloa--
diko mad. Oa every hand were huge
posters calling attention to the su-
perior merits of some particular route
to the fields of gold, and mem ot ell
walks in life were straining .!j nerve

to be asnoof' the first to reach the Yu-

kon with the advent of spring. 8eversl
steamers were loading at the piers, but
every Inch of space on board had been
engaged months ahead. After consult
lug with Capt Coffin he determined to
go by rail to Seattle and trust to lack
to secure a pssssge from that port

He made no mention of the singular
secret bestowed upon bim by the old

miner, but frankly told the captain of
the money he had received from the
same source, and the latter promptly
gave him some good advice.

"Better not be drifting round Trie-c- o

with all that stuff in your pocket,"
ba said. Tve got a good little safe
here and you're welcome to use it
There's some desperate characters on
the water front here, and plenty of 'em
would kill a man ten times over for half
your pile. They've all got the gold

fever now. My second mate is going to
leave me. He's got it, too. Hope the
mate doesn't follow suit"

Tom was wise enough to listen to the
warning and left the larger part of his
money in the safe, but he kept the two
precious papers in his money belt
proceeding which he was to regretvery
soon.

He found there was special excur-

sion advertised to leave the following
morning, and was just in time to secure
a ticket After taking in the sights of
the dty during the afternoon he pro-

cured his supper in a restaurant and de-

cided to spend the evening at a theater,
for it must be remembered that he was
country, reared and with f?w rare ex-

ceptions, when he had visited Boston,
theater had. been beyond his reach.

He thoroughly enjoyed the perform-
ance and started down toward the wa-

ter front when it was finished without
a thought of any danger as he strode
rapidly along the well-light- thor-
oughfares. While he is thus engaged
let us take a look at Obed Rider, the vil-

lainous mate of the Seabird, and see
how his schemes are progressing.

While Tom was watching) the foot-lig-

favorites Obed Rider was sitting
in a little drinking saloon near the
wharf where the Seabird had been
docked. Before binr was a bottle of
liquor and a glance at hia face was suffi-

cient to show that he had been indulg-

ing deeply. His small, bloodshot eyes
were fixed upon vacancy, and he was
apparently meditating deeply.

"Hell be off he mut-

tered, savagely, "and then my chance is
gone. I mutt beve those papers snd
money enough to get an outfit I das- -

sent get snyone to lend me a hand, for
then the eat would be out or the Dag.

If I had that paper the old men give h im

what's to hinder my going and claim-

ing to be Mr. Scott? There's a fortune
in it but it's ugly business."

Filling his glass again he drained it
at a gulp ss if trying to screw up his
courage to the necessary point for some
resolve. Then he looked st his watch
and said:

"Ten o'clock. Ifo time to lose. First
to see if he is on board yet"
" " TO SB COSTIMUBU.

TAKT5G FRE5CH LEAVE.

rraaae Still Adhere ta tha old Csa-sa- sa

of Exaelllas Obaexleaa
Ylsitera.

- William Le Queux, the novelist, wss
ordered to leave France because he
wrote some letters to the London Daily
Mail on the bad drainage and other
drawbacks of the Riviera. Victims of
expulsion are often journalists. The ex-

pulsions are not always effected in such
a courteous manner as in the case of Mr.
Le Queux. The common plan is to rouse
the victim from his slumbers at a very
early hour by an urgent and, needless
tossy, fictitious summons from a friend,
who begs him to come instantly with
the messenger. In nine cases outof ten
the appeal is answered with alacrity,
but no sooner has the unsuspecting
man set foot on the pavement than he
ia pounced upon by couple of plain-
clothes detectives, bundled into a cab,
galloped off to one of the railway ter-
mini, and then put into a train for the
frontier he prefers. His captors accom-
pany him to the limits of French terri-
tory, where they abandon him to hia
fate, after first reading out to him the
terms of the expulsion warrant, and ex-

plaining the pains and penalties be will
incur should he ever again be tempted
into revisiting France. Meanwhile the
man a friends snd relatire in Paris are
rackiat their brains to account for his
unaccountable disappearance, the first
Intimation they receive of the true
cause being his telegram from Brus-
sels, or, it may be, Dover or Berne.
Sometimes the expelled one spends the
rest of his days in vituperating and
holding up to ridicule the country that
has thus spurned him.

The average orthodox Englishman
fancies that these things ein happen
only in France, or, at any rate, on the
continent; but, as s matter of fact,
there was a time, and that not so very
long sgo, when it was no uncommon
thing tor the government of England to
resort to precisely similar measures,
and to prore it the Sketch reprod uces an
order for the expulsion of It. Belle-eomb- e,

signed by George DX London
Sketch.

Awkward.
A Scotch minister was ones) cate-

chising bis young parishioners before
the congregation, when be put tha
sua first attention to a girl whose

father kept a public house. "What is
your name?" queried the minister. Bat
there waa no reply. The question was
repeated, and then, to the amusement
of the congregation, the girl answered:
"Sane o' your fun, Mr. Minister. To
ken my aanB weel enough. Wy no
say, wan ye come to oor house oa a
night: 'Bet, brine; me sum ale'?"
Spare Moments.

Aaaalartrlr Bala.

1 never Ilka to attract attention,'
she said.

"Ton Bever win," answered her dear
est frfead-Oiica- ew Poat.

ffEEELKG !t LAKE ERIE E.R.

TIMETABLE.

Ia oest Nov. S. ism .

cmrrsAL stasdabb rata.
saaTWasn. tNs. I No.No.l No 7

s. p m. p. r
To!to Cherry St. . .Tjw

Toledo Usloa Depot... 1 l la) 4 a). .....
Oak Harbor..... "
Fremont HI 40
Clyde II IK 47

Bellevae. .. M
MooroerUl tn I a 15 :

Nonrslk. M
WelUurtoe- - 4 15pm
Spencer I 4 SSi

Lodl 10 31 4 41
Creaian. MM IM...
Orrrllla. ....... ........ H II 1

Datum. H t Si
I Ar

MsasMoa a. m.
ILv II 41 s

Navarre Il SSI
Zoar It a
Valley June Ar
V alley Jane. Lv IIS) 4 IS
&berrodTtlle I K 10 a
Bowemoa 1 11 44

Scio It w
HrliliailL. ta5 I4
MlnroJrt t 5 U t
Steubenvtlle- - Ar. H X

Mania's retry. M 1

Wheeling Ar u Stsj
p. mpmj a. m.

WUTVIKU, No.4 f Na :
mJa. m. p a.

WVwnna- - Lt S 10 im 1 46 ....
Msrtln'sr-err-y i 401 IS IW
SieubeavlUa. IS a l
MincoJet JI 11
Brilliant. 41 101 IH
Seln 7 0) It 01
Bowermoo M 117 sl
Sherrodavllia t It st
Valley Juno J "iiii."::"
Zosr t 08 110 ISM
Nsrarre .... t 1st 7 Ml
kuuuuoa (Ml I tt tail
1 all-- n Ot I H p. m.
Omrllle...... S 20 t
Creaua. 4i t V--
IxkII .. loeo sail
Spencer 10 15 t til
Weill nftoa. 10 t in! am.
Norwalk II (SI 4 1 7 0)
llraroevtua 11 l.M 4 aj im
Bellevua II tn 4 411 7 a
Cylda 1141 4 Si 717
Fremont II Bl I ' 7 SS

Oak Harbor It SM ill! S 15

Toledo V atom Depot... 1 tai 15

Toledo Cherry Street, I

p. nt.. p. m. a. m.
Information cheerfully furai'lMd
Shorten! and beat ronta West. Northwest.

Soutbweat. Southeast, Northeast. OOering
aaperior areommodations and lowest ratea.
Close connections at Unioa Deput, Toledo,
vita ail Trunk Lines and at wheel in with B.
A a Kara! Blue Una trams It will pay yoa
to consult anta of this railway.

H. i. HOtJTH, uea. Trame Mgr ,
K. U. COOLUK.K. Oca. Paaa. Ac'--.

t levelaod. Ohio.
SHERMAN, Trav. Paaa, Art..

Wheennz, W. Va

DUELING & BLIGH,
WHOLESALE AM) RETAIL

DEALERS IS

Hard and Soft Coal
Coke, Blossborg
Smithing Coal

Best of Accomodation"
at the 10c Barn.

Baled Hay and Straw

MoTing Furniture a Specialty.

TELEPHOSB TL EAST MAIX BT

The
Home Sayings Bank Co,

WELLINGTON, OHIO,

Transact a reneral banking badness,
troying and sellinr notes and bills of ex

change, alnoey loaned on sstlsfsetor)
collateral, mortgage, or pergonal secar
lty. Interest at S per cent, paid oa all

ssrings deposits. Interest credited annu-

ally. '
TOUR BUSINESS SOLICITED.

gaiety-depos- it boxes situated In ear null
vault at $LE0 per year.

Win. Tischer, Pres.
6. X. Spitier, Vies-Pre- s.

J. 8. Hallorv. Caohler.

TP. T. nUNMIaTrKp
A-- S. JJi III 111 I llAV

Dssasr ts C. X. SeTurr.

WHOLESALE AMD RETAIL

Hard and Soft Goal

Coke and Wood
Draying and storing of home, bold

goods or pianos and teaming of all kinoa
prossptly attended to.

Fries and qnallty guaranteed oa all
Goal orders.

Balled Hay and Straw sold and Wi-ere- d.

E.L. BENEDICT
K BIGELOW & SON

BRICK AI1D TILL
All kind of brick and sixa of

tfle at right prices.

N. P. ROBINSON,
ACENT.
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Taoc Mask

'hill' CtanwaaiiTSaUk.
AaiaaainHisasatifrsaaaisM'iiaasr

Banajy sjiisrftia ass sws rrsa a,asr aa
wlilla Ceatsraeaa
tuassasa a ratssas

l frsa. O sassnv Sar ascsvsui
asa urossa a u

awatfft ssSsW

trmsi, tr4. 1U a)

Hare joa heard, ;:;
that there la s well-srl- i
setserine tnaiani tor Us a
at all enrol sUsasat fry lae

Inhalation of

Comround Oxyfen?
It wsaaerral eet ansa

STEI1, CCESUIPT10I,

BHEUllTiSl. UT1EE1I,

mwi mm
PEQSTE1TIQI. EESItimS.

(EMLM. EEIER1L BEBIUTT

f Is wn ksaw ta taesssssS who

Sara taa seaeftas attar year
at aferlaas4 sis ssasiatsjcst.

Tasll these wha save tries Sit.
trrsst remedies ail eat tarns
ass ssv sees km lsearag4L.
ear Coaisossc Orygsa Treatmsaf
easHS, brtBctag kspa aa laaaat
sgesMst. It has res tared auay
esranl ntrars.

Why mot you?

Writ for teak st aea. tna.

Drs. ST ARKEY & PALER

IMS Star at, ffaLAstomi. PA.

ft.. ,,, s,Ti, ,sfT. ,snt,

A LOCAL
anal CATARRH

CLIMATIO

athlsgbnt
DICASK

slaaal MMfsaMdyar change sf
all state will cor lb

Oat s a

easels.
Ely's Cream

Balm
ItUqsjeklyAssorbsd
Slves Belief at ssce.
0a sad elsasset

jtseaai raeascea.

n:.".ruC0LD '-
-J HEAD

the Meaeraa. Reatsrrs ia Senses Tsate
sad Sawll, Me eaealaa. K aterenrf , Ma Ia)s
Isasdruc. Prise We. at draeslal svstasaiU
trial 811 lse. fry saaiL i

U BK9IMB& H sTsrras M. sTew Terfc'

Mil
Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what yon eat.
ItartlflcIiDy digests tba food and aids'

Fata re la trengtbenlng and reeon
trading the exbaasted digestive) or-

gans It UtaeUtent discovered digest
ant and tonia No other preparaUoa;
can approach It in efficiency. It tax
stantly relieves and permanetitly cores)
Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Heartburn,
Flatulence, Sour Stomach, KarisesJ
Sick Headache,GatraIfrtaCrrnps.srd
sjl other results of imperfectdlgestloik,.
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For Bill Heads,

Letter Heads

' Fine Commercial

Job Work cf All

Kinds,

Get Our Figures.
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